I     ASK     YOU   ...
burning in a high fireplace. ... It was raining, . . . And,
what was most material, seen through the large plate-
glass windows, a perfect wilderness of vegetation—creepers
climbing over tall trees that thrust their arms to heaven as
if they had been men putting on heavy coats, and a pro-
fusion of enlarged European flowers and flowers from the
Bermudas and flowers that I supposed were indigenous.
And peacocks wandered nonchalantly in and out of the
room, and it was quiet, and profuse, and hospitable. . . .
A life seeming to run on wheels in a deep shade.
§
But most of Tennessee seemed to me to be by comparison
. . . let me put it ... anxious. It was perhaps because the
professional Xennesseeans seemed to be too declamatory to
be very convincing. Or it may have been that I was mating
—a possibly very false—historic deduction from the relatively
late settlement of the State. . . . Or perhaps from books
that I had read. . . . Or perhaps it was merely because the
State was really passing through a bad time. At any rate, I
seemed to feel the whole country as it were abstracted and
as if listening ... as a farmer sitting by his fireside does
not pay much attention to what is going on round him
because he is listening for sounds from the barn where a
heifer is doing not too well with a first calf ... or for any
other bad news.
§
And it does not seem to me that the states of the South that
were, roughly speaking, extensions of the Old Dominion
out of which Maryland and Delaware and the Carolinas
were carved—that the post-revolutionary States, Kentucky,
Tennessee^ Alabama, Mississippi, and even Georgia, can
ever have had the air of settled and tranquil wealth that
obtains to-day in all the States of the Old Dominion, except
perhaps North Carolina. . . » Louisiana and Florida were,
of course, in another category.
Roughly speaking, Tennessee should have been approach-
ing some sort of settled wealth between 1825 and

